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The Hi fiery oj KitegLeir. 

Old man. I my Lord. 

G/e/.Thenprethee get thee gone,if for my fake 
Thou wilt ore-take vs here a mile or twaine 
Ith’way to Douer,do it for ancient loue. 

And bring feme couering for this naked foule, 

Viho ile entreatc to lead me. 

Old man. Alacke fir he is mad* 

Glofi.Tis the times plague, when- madmen leade theblinde, 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure, 

Aboue the reft,be gone. 

Old man. lie bring him the beft parrell that I haue, 

Come on’t what will. 

Glo. Sirra,nakcd fellow. 

Edg.Vooxe Tomra cold,I cannot dance it farther, 1 

Glo. Come hither fellow-. 

Adjr.BlciTe thy fweete eyes, they bleed. 

<y/t\Knowft thou the way to Doner ? 

Ad^.Both ftile and gate,horfe-vvay, and foot-path, 

Poore Tom hath beene fcard out of his good wits, > 

Blefie the good man from the foule fiend, 

Fiue fiends haue beene in poore Tom at once, 

Ofluft,as Ohidicut i HobbidtdenceHnncc of dumbnefle, 

Mabn of ftealing, Modo‘oica\K&ei>Stiberdtgebit of Mobing, 
And Mobing who fincepofiefies chambermaids 
And waiting women, fo,bleIfe thee mailer. 

C/».Here take this purfe,thou whom thcheauens plagues 
Haue humbled to all ftiokes,that I am wretchcd,roakes thee 
The happier,heauens deale fo ftill. 

Let the fuperfluous and luft-dieted man 
That ftands your ordjnance.that will not fee 
Bccaufe he doth notfeele,fcele your power quickly. 

So diftribution fiiould voder cxccfle. 

And each man haue enough .• doft thon know Douer ? 

£<^.1 matter. . 

G/o.There is a cliffe,whofehigh and bending head 
Lookes firmely in the confined deepe, 

Biing me but to the very brim of it. 


And 
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Thefti fiery of K&g Tut, 

And ile repaire the mifery thou doft bears,, 

With fomething rich about me. 

From thacplace (hall I no leading need. _ 

Edg. Giue me thy armc,poorc TomfitalHead thee* 

Enter Conor ill and Safi. ard„ 

C fl ».Welcome my Lord,I maruaileourmildehusband 
Not met vs on the way : now, where syour Matter ? 

Enter Steward. 

S«i*.Madame within,but neuer man fo chang d ; I tolde him 
«f the Army that was landed,he fmiled at it, I told him you were 
coming,his anfwer was,the worfe ; of treachery, and of 

the loy all feruice of his fonne,when I enformd him, then he cald 
me for, and told me lhad turnd the wrong fide out, what hee 
fiiould moft defire, feemes pleafant to him, what like oftenhue. 

got*. Then ihall you go nofurther. 

It is the cowiih curre of his fpirit 
That dares not vndertake,heel not ftele wrongs 
Which tye him to an anf wer, our wifhes on the way 
May proue efFe(Ss,backe Sdmnnd to my brother, 

Haftenhis mutters, and condu&'nis powers, 

1 mutt change armes at homeland giue the diftaffc 
Into my husbands hands ; this trufty feruant 
Shall pafle betweene vs,ere long you are like to hearc 
If you dare venter in yourownebehalfe 
Amiftreffes coward, weare this fparc fpeech. 

Decline your head : this kiffe if it dutft fpeake. 

Would ftretch thy fpirit s vp into the ay re ; 

Conceiue,and faryewcil. 

Baft. Yours in the rankes ofdeath. 

GcnMy moft deareGlofler.to thee womans feruices aredue, 
My foote vfurpes my head. 

Sferv.Madame,heere comes my Lord, 

Exit Steward. 
Hi Gen. 








